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He heartily despised the animal called Man and said that it was time that
it ceased to fill the world.
"With Man I have to hide my good qualities, otherwise I would
never get on. I mustn't even praise these qualities lest he rend me to bits.
My only policy is to profess evil and do good."
"That smacks of moral cowardice," I suggested.
"We're all moral cowards. There's not a soul who does not know
that war is wrong but what do we do to those who say so ? Ask C. H.
Norman what was done to him because he said war was wrong. The
defence of the moral coward is the old one, what can one do against so
many? If I feed one person that won't do away with poverty, if I go to
the scaffold/for my principles that won't bring the millennium; if I give
up all my wealth and live like a Gandhi that won't do away with evil.
We extol democracy and know all the time that the minority
is right. It is a simple matter to tolerate evil but virtue is
intolerable. Most people find no difficulty in doing wrong and retaining
their faith. In fact it is the only way of retaining one's faith
nowadays."
This interested me because I have watched right through my
adult life how people reconcile their actions and their principles.
There's only one thing wrong with the monotheists, they aren't.
They have their gods for each sphere of life and the compartments
are extremely water-tight. Shaw accepted this conclusion as a
matter of course.
"Conscience," he said, "is all very well, but it is not universally
applied; one can have a conscience about .one activity and be hopelessly
immoral about everything else. Take Dubedat in The Doctors Dilemma.
He's a saint when it comes to art but in matters of money and women
and almost everything else, he's a scoundrel. The person upon whom I
based this character would think nothing of borrowing money because
his wife's allowance was due to come in a few weeks and even then
forget to return the money, and as to women ... he was a rogue!"
"Was he an artist?"
"No. He was a scientist."
"Then why did you portray him in your play as an artist? William
Morris wasn't like that, nor was Burne-Jones. . . ."
He dismissed this rather petulantly?
"Anyhow, I gave them good value for their money."
I walked up to my bookcase and produced a very old copy of The